Thetr^tdkif ' — 

Snakes in my hart blaudwarmd,tbfltftii14|myhart. 

Three luda(Ies,each one thrife worfe theoludas. 

Would they make peac<?terrible hel. 

Make war vpon their (potted Tonies for this. 

Scro. Sweet loue I Tee changing his property, 

T urnes to the fovs reft and moft deadly hate> 
Againe.vncurfe their foules, their peace is made 
With heads and not with hands, thofe whom you curfe 
Haue feltthe worft of deathes dcftroying wound, 

And lie full low grau’d in the holloVv ground* 

*Aum. Is.Bu(hie,Greeoe,and the Eaile ofWiltlhiredead. 
Aro.I all of them ar Briftow loft tbeirheadsi 

Where is the Duke my father with hi* power? 
King No matter where>ofcan)fort no man fpcakct 
Lets calke of graues.of wot mer,and Epitaphs* 

Make duft our paper, and with rainy eies, 

W rite forrovt' on the bnfome of the earth. 

Lets choofe executors and talk* of wilss 
And yet not fb, for what,can we bequeath. 

Spue our depofed bodies to the ground* 

Our landes,our liucs,ar d ail are Bullirtgbrookej* 

And nothing can we call oUr owne,but death: 

And that fmall saodle of the barren earth* v 

Which femes as paftc.and fcnuer to our hones. 

For Gods fake let vs fit vpohthc ground, 

And tell fad ftories ofthe death of Kings* 

How (ome haue beenc depofd, (bine fiaine in war ft, 
itomehaunced by the ghofts they haue depofed/, 

Some poiloned by their vviuts/omt fleepmg kkltJj 
All numbered, for within the hollow crowne 
That roundes the mortall temples ofa king, 

Keepes death his Court, and there the antique fits* 

Scof ing his ftatc and grinning at his pompr, 

Allowing hima breath, a litlefceane, 

T o monar'chife be feaid, and kil with looker, 

Infuftng him withfelfe and vaine conceit* 

As if this flefti which wait about our life* 

W ere brafle impregnablesand hutnord thus. Comes 


King Iklsrdthefitond. 

Cor. ’’ at the laft, and with a little pi» 

Boarcs thorough hisCaftle wall, and farewell King-, 

Couer your heades, and mocke not flefh and blond. 

With folemne reuerence. throw a way refpeft. 

Tradition, forme, and ceremonious duetie. 

For you haue but miftooke me al this whiler 

I liue with bread like yoU, feele want, 

Tafte griefe,neede friends, fubieftedthus. 

How can you fay to ineyJ am a King? 

Car kil My lord, wifemen nere lit and waile theyr woes. 
But prefently preuent the wayes to waile, 

To feare the foc.fince fcare opprefteth ftrength, 

Giues in your weakenes ftrength vntoyour foe. 

And fo your folliesfight againft your felfc: 

E eare and be fiaine, no woi fe can come to fight, 

And fight and die, is death dcftroying death, 

Where fearing dying, paies deatnferuile breath. 

<Aum. My father hath a power, inquire of him, 

And learnc to make a body of a limine. 

King Thou chidft me well.prowd Bullingbrooke,! come. 
To change blowcs with thee for our day of doomc: 

This agew fit of ft arc isouerblowne, 

An eaue task© it is to winne our owne. 

Say Scroopc, where lies our vncle with his power? 
Speakefweetely manalthough thy lookes be fewer.' 

Scroop? Men mdge by the complexion ofthe skie. 

The ftatc and inclination of the dayj 
So may you by my dull add beany etc: 

My tongue hath buta heauier tale to fay, 

I play the torturer by fmall and fmall 
T o lengthen out the worft that muftbe fpoken: 

Your vncle Yorke is ioynd with Bullingbrooke, 

And all your Northerne caftlesycelded vp, 

And all your Sout’nerne Gentlemen in amics 
VponFiS pa me. 

King Thou haft faid enough: 

Bclhrew thee coufin which draft leade me focr.h 
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